SOME LETTERS OF
sail any old day after I get away from here, thus making the extra trip to Boston a very hurried one at best. Moreover, in my present tan-bark state of soul I should be as dull to you as I am to myself. In any case I shall stop for a week or ten days on my return in the fall, when I shall be trailing clouds of glory of the most diapered design, and when, moreover, the tennis will be ripe enough to pull, to say nothing of country walks and things.
To Josephine Preston Peabody
HARVARD CLUB, 27 WEST 44th St.
March 26, 1897. MY DEAR FRIEND:
Now that I have at last emerged from darkness a riveder le stette, I turn to you as Dante to Casella, and beg at least a word to prove that Florence still has true hearts. I am still rather numb as to brain and drab-colored as to soul, but I can feel the holy influences that wait upon him who loafs beginning to purge me and urge me, though I tremble to say so for fear of frightening back their shy inquiring tentacles. The thought of six whole months of acquaintance with myself fills
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